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"I have only seen two so far."

" Indeed!   Madame Narychkin, I presume and------"

He bowed.    "Yourself, Madame/'

The lazy smile revealed her strong teeth. "You
flirt very prettily, Lord Norton/'

"Thank you, Madame.   I have had much practice/'

She rose. Her poise, as she stood there by the
palm, seemed to him superb.

"Do you love Italy as much as ever?" he asked her.

"More than ever, because I never see it now."

"Why don't you go?"

"Oh, I don't know." She made vague references to
the distance, the French, the unsettled condition of
Europe.

"You mean you won't make the effort," he said.

They began to walk up the room. With a sidelong
glance at him,

"Are you scolding me, Lord Norton?" she demanded.

"Perhaps."

She nodded. "Perhaps I need more scolding than
people have ever given me."

She was, he thought, as disagreeably egotistic as
ever. But, of course, what was objectionable in a
sallow little girl could be charming in a beautiful
woman.

They paused before one of the landscapes on the
wall, a picture of the temples at Paestum.

"You know them? " she asked.

"Yes. ... I had a great experience there, long
ago."

"I see.   Some woman, I suppose."

"Yes.   A very wonderful woman."

They gazed together at the painting. "And what
happened? " she said.